Only Cowards Break Up In Letters 


Author: Cookiesandporn 


Bands: Guns N Roses 


Characters: Axl Rose, Izzy Stradlin 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Non-adult 
Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Thu Jan 27 2005 21:48:32 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
| guess there's implied slash. Please r€r and if you think that it's completely horrible, don't be afraid to say so. 
I'm new to this so | need all the help | can get. 


| fight with my conscience. | know | have to tell him but | don't know how to tell him. | hate fighting and | know 
that's exactly what's going to happen, but | have to leave the band. | have to leave him. Its not something that 
| want to do, but | know | have to for my own good. | know | won't be able to tell him in person so I'll take the 
coward's way out. | search for a pen and some paper before sitting down at the desk in my hotel room. | feel 
like a fucking pussy, having to tell my lover l'm leaving him in a god damn letter. At least this way I'll be able 
to get exactly what l'm feeling out. | push my hair out of my face and begin to write. 


Dear Axl, 

| hate that | have to do this in a letter but | think it's the only way I'll be able to get my feelings out. I'm 
leaving. l'm leaving the band and I'm leaving you. | can't handle being together anymore and | know that if | stay 
in the band, I'll only be pulled back into a relationship that's unhealthy. I'm tired of having to watch everything | 
say because l'm afraid to start a fight. I'm sick of the fights over trivial shit. 


| can't take the jealousy anymore. | can't talk to anyone without you thinking that there's something going on 
between us. | have never, ever given you a reason not to trust me, so | don't understand why you can't when 
| put all my trust in you just to have my heartbroken repeatedly. You've slutted around with anything that 
was willing. | kept my mouth shut because | loved you and | didn't want to lose you. | don't know who I'm trying 


to kid, | still love you. | just can't handle us anymore. 

Yours, 

lzzy 

| carefully fold the letter in half and leave my room. | make my way down the hall and knock on his door, 
asking to be let in. 

"Babe, what's wrong?" he asks. 

All| can do is hand him the letter and wait for him to read it. He looks at me questioningly and it's all | can do 
to keep from breaking down and running out of there. | know | need to stay until he's finished reading it. 

"Is this how you really feel?" he asks me, voice full of hurt 

"Yes. I've tried so hard to make it work but I'm just tired of walking on eggshells.’ 

"Then leave now, before | do something we'll both regret,” he yells, the hurt in his voice replaced with anger. 
| want him to demand that | stay but | know that he won't. He won't admit to needing me because that would 
be admitting weakness. Axl Rose does not admit weakness, something | know all to well. Besides, this is what | 


wanted, | tell myself as | make my way across the room. | pause at the door, turning to look back at him one 


last time before walking out. | can feel his eyes on my back, watching as | leave him. 


